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A hot preview…

He gripped her heavy tits, grinning with sadistic enjoyment. His cock emerged from her cleavage over and over as he roughly fucked her breasts, and Elenara's moans of pleasure filled the chamber.

But he didn't want to cum there... he wanted to fill her tight pussy with his seed, to force a baby into Theodric's slutty little elven wife, and make her take his child instead.

"Strip her," he ordered the guards, stroking his thick cock as he waited for his men to fulfill the order. "Then spread her legs for me."

The men surrounding her moved quickly, tearing her last shreds of cloth apart, leaving her completely naked. They moved at her ankles, spreading her long legs until they could see her glistening wet pussy, and her tight pink slit.

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 12

Theodric had gained an ally: Emeric of Bramrith, a fellow warrior and the man who had freed him from captivity. He began to invite Emeric to meetings with him, to discuss plans for the kingdom and ventures into nearby forests for adventure and treasure.

"You have been a great friend to me, Emeric," Theodric confessed one night as they were having a drink together. "I have come to rely on your counsel more than I had expected."

Emeric hesitated. "I...appreciate that, my lord. I must tell you though, there is something I have been keeping from you."

"Oh?"

Emeric nodded. "I wanted to tell you before, but it's with a heavy heart that I must do so." He took a deep breath. "I know this will come as a shock but...I am your brother."

Theodric stared at him, stunned. Of all the things he had expected Emeric to say, that was the last of them. "You...you're my brother?"

"When Alaric III, our father, paid a visit to Bramrith one day, he bedded a noblewoman out of wedlock - my mother."

Theodric's mind reeled as he tried to process the revelation. He had always known that his father had a wandering eye, but he had never suspected that he had fathered a child with another woman. "Why did you keep this from me?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Emeric looked away, his face pained. "I didn't know how to tell you, my lord. I didn't want to cause you any more pain than you've already suffered."

Theodric stood up and began to pace the room. He felt a mixture of anger, betrayal, and confusion. How could his own father have kept such a secret from him? And how could Emeric have hidden the truth for so long?

"Emeric, I...I don't know what to say," Theodric said finally, his voice thick with emotion. "I need some time to think."

Emeric nodded, understanding in his eyes. "Of course."

Theodric went silent in his chair, looking away.

"I will...give you some time, my lord."

Emeric picked up his sword and left Theodric's chamber, his stomach in knots.

Did I make a mistake? he wondered. Should I have kept the truth from him? But no...that was an impossibility. To hide the fact that Theodric was his own brother was the worst thing, and would only cause more problems when it finally became known.

*****

As for Theodric, his mind was reeling. He had always wanted a brother, but to know that he'd had one all along and the truth had been kept from him...

He couldn't shake the feeling of betrayal, but he also couldn't ignore the fact that Emeric had been a true friend to him. Theodric paced back and forth, trying to make sense of his emotions. He had always felt a certain connection to Emeric, but he had never expected it to be because they were brothers.

As the night wore on, Theodric couldn't shake the feeling that he needed to speak with his father about this. Yet he could not, because Alaric III was long dead.

Unless...

He decided to speak with Sylla. She had been the one to start him down this dark path; maybe she could offer some guidance.

"I know you possess blood magic," he said as she sat down in his chambers one evening. "Can you also allow me to speak with the dead?"

Sylla's eyes widened in surprise at Theodric's request. "It is possible," she replied cautiously. "But to speak with the dead is a risky endeavor. The spirits may not be willing to speak with you, or they may have their own agenda."

"I understand the risks," Theodric said firmly. "But I need to speak with my father. I need to know the truth."

Sylla nodded, her expression grave. "Very well. I will perform the ritual tonight. But be warned, my lord - the dead do not always give answers we want to hear."

Theodric nodded, resolute. He watched as Sylla prepared the ritual, lighting candles and drawing symbols on the floor. He felt a slight tremble in his hand, but he did not look away.

As Sylla began to chant, the candles flickered and the room grew colder. Theodric felt a presence in the room, and he knew it was his father's spirit. Alaric III materialized before him, looking just as he remembered him from childhood.

"Theodric," Alaric III said, his voice ethereal. "My son."

Theodric fell to his knees, unable to believe what was happening. He hadn't seen this man in so many years. Now, to see him as a ghostly figure before him...

It was shocking.

"You are looking well, Theodric. Mastery of the kingdom suits you."

All the feelings he'd had as a boy came flooding back. How he had worshipped his father as a young man, thinking the very ground he tread on was sacred. He'd looked up to him as a warrior, as a mentor, as a guardian. His father had taught him swordplay, how to speak with the nobility, how to behave at court. He had been Theodric's hero.

Until he'd learned the truth from Sylla about the War of Bones.

And now, the shimmering form of Alaric looked almost... repulsive to him.

But those feelings would have to wait. Right now he had to seek answers, and their time together was limited.

"Father...I need to ask you something."

"Speak, my son," Alaric III said, his eyes hollow and dark.

"Is it true that Emeric of Bramrith is my brother?"

Alaric's expression turned pained. "Yes, it is true. I had a moment of weakness with your mother's friend, and Emeric was born out of wedlock."

Theodric's heart felt heavy. "Why did you keep it a secret from me?"

"I was ashamed of what I had done. I didn't want to hurt you, my son," Alaric III said softly. "But I see now that I only caused you more pain by keeping the truth from you."

Theodric couldn't help but feel a surge of anger. "You should have told me," he said through gritted teeth. "I deserved to know."

"I know, and I'm sorry," Alaric III said, looking down at his feet. "But there is more to this than just Emeric being your brother. You need to know about the War of Bones."

Theodric's heart rate quickened. "What is it?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Alaric III took a deep breath. "The War of Bones was...a massacre. A genocide. We slaughtered an entire tribe of people, men, women, and children. It was a dark moment in our history, and it's haunted me ever since."

Theodric's heart felt heavy as he tried to come to terms with what had happened.

"You're saying you regret it? Slaughtering all those innocent people?"

"Regret doesn't even begin to cover it, Theodric," Alaric III said, his voice filled with anguish. "I was young and foolish, and I thought it was the only way to secure our lands. But I was wrong. I should have found another way."

Theodric felt a sense of numbness wash over him. He couldn't believe the extent of the atrocities his father had committed. But he knew that he needed to face the truth if he was going to be a just ruler.

Theodric felt a lump form in his throat as he tried to process what his father had just revealed to him. "What do I do now?" Theodric asked, his voice shaking.

"You must make amends for what has been done," Alaric III said. "You must be a better ruler than I was, one who can unite our people and bring peace to our land."

"I hope you can forgive me, my son."

Theodric looked up at his father's ghostly form, feeling a pang of nostalgia. "I don't know if I can forgive you," he said honestly. "You betrayed me, father. Not only did you hide the truth of the war from me, but you kept my own brother a secret all these years."

"You were so young when I died. I couldn't tell you these things. I couldn't let you see how weak I had been in those moments."

"You could have left me a letter, something I could read when I was older, to know you regretted it." The words came out bitterly, Theodric's fists clenched.

Alaric's ghostly form began to fade and shimmer. "I...you are right, son. I should have done so."

Hearing the regret in his father's voice softened Theodric's heart. He sighed. "I don't know what the future holds, but I do know that I need to make things right with Emeric."

"That is a wise choice," Alaric III said, his form beginning to dissipate. "Remember, Theodric - family is important. Don't make the same mistakes I did." He looked gravely at his son. "And remember...forgiveness is a gift. Not just to the one forgiven, but to the forgiver as well."

With that, his father disappeared completely, leaving Theodric shattered and unmoored.

Sylla helped him shakily to his feet. "That was a lot to take in," she said, her voice soft and sympathetic. "But you have taken the first step towards healing, my lord."

Theodric nodded, his mind still reeling from the revelations of the evening. "Thank you, Sylla," he said, his voice barely audible. "I...I need some time to think."

"Of course, my lord," Sylla said, bowing respectfully. "Take all the time you need."

As Theodric watched her leave, he felt a weight settle on his shoulders. He knew that his father's mistakes would not be easily forgotten, but he also knew that he had a duty to set things right. He would need to confront his past, his family, and himself if he was ever going to be the just ruler his people deserved. It wouldn't be easy, but he knew he had to try.

****

"Bring in the prisoner," said Cedric, sitting on his throne, his lips curled into a grim smirk. He had successfully captured another of Theodric's little thralls: the beautiful elven battle mage Elenara, who had been wandering the castle grounds alone.

The guards, taking no time to hesitate, opened the chamber doors and marched Elenara in. Her hands were bound with thick rope and her long golden tresses were matted and tangled. Her lovely face was dirty from the struggle, her gown torn and tattered, exposing her large breasts for Cedric to see.

He looked upon her with a mix of contempt and admiration - she had put up a fight before finally succumbing to capture. "So you are Elenara," he said in a low voice. "You have caused me much trouble."

Elenara lifted her chin defiantly, meeting his gaze without fear. "And I would do it again," she spat between gritted teeth.

Cedric shot her a condescending smile as he rose from his throne and descended the steps towards where she stood. He circled around her slowly like an animal stalking its prey before stopping directly in front of her. She flinched as his hand reached down between her breasts, roughly caressing and rubbing her nipples. "Have you ever been taken by a true lord, my little elf?"

Elenara's face twisted in disgust. "I would rather die than have you touch me," she hissed, her cheeks flushing with anger.

"She doesn't look too pleased," one of the guards said as he observed the situation. "Maybe she needs some encouragement, my lord."

Cedric nodded. "Benwick, the spell, please."

A tall wizard moved closer to her from nearby, his fingers shimmering with purple energy as he intoned in a deep voice. He traced patterns down Elenara's body, the ritual magic sinking deep into her mind and her physical form. She shuddered as the disgust and repulsion inside her was replaced with pure sexual desire and need, even for a man she hated as much as Cedric.

"Now I will ask you again, pretty elf," he said, lifting her face to his. "Have you ever been taken by a true lord?"

Elenara struggled against her restraints even as Cedric's hands moved down to her thighs, finding their way under her skirt. His long fingers stroked her smooth skin, moving slowly and surely towards the throbbing heat between her legs. "No," she moaned, feeling herself growing wetter under his touch.

"I'm going to make sure you never forget who you belong to, now," Cedric growled, his fingers exploring her dripping, throbbing folds. His tongue licked his lips hungrily as he felt her body slick with arousal. He was going to fuck this pretty elf until she cried his name in pleasure, then pump her full of seed until her belly swelled with his babies.

She moaned, her face a mask of pleasure as he inserted his fingers one at a time, filling her with his thick fingers. Cedric watched her face as he moved them in and out, his eyes hungry with need. "This is what you were born for," he said softly. "No, this is what you were made for. Taking cock. Specifically, mine."

Cedric moved back unbuckling his belt. He freed his huge, throbbing, hard shaft and held it before Elenara's lips. "Suck, pretty elf."

She opened her mouth, eagerly taking his thick cock into her mouth. She sucked hungrily, licking and swirling her tongue all around his throbbing head. He moaned as she began bobbing her head, taking more and more of his cock into her mouth until her cheeks were full.

"Ah, yes, that's good, little one," Cedric moaned, watching her as she sucked hungrily on his throbbing member. "I'm going to fuck your mouth now."

He shoved his entire cock into her mouth, making her gag and squeal in pleasure as he began thrusting in and out of her throat. As he felt the pressure building inside him, he pulled out of her mouth and began slapping her face hard with his throbbing erection.

Elenara felt her cheeks grow warm and flushed with humiliation and arousal as Cedric slapped her with his cock again and again. It turned her on so much to be treated like a whore, even if it was at the hands of a hated enemy.

The men in the chamber, guards, nobles, magistrates, and the court wizard, watched hungrily, their dicks swelling as they watched the pretty, busty elven woman being roughly taken by their lord. Cedric reached for the front of her gown, ripping what was left with his strong hands, letting her naked tits fall free.

Elenara gasped.

"These are too big and pretty to let go to waste," he said, sliding his cock between her huge breasts. "Let's give you a nice titfuck, shall we?"

He began roughly fucking her big breasts, the sensation of his huge throbbing cock sliding between them sending waves of pleasure through her body. He moved faster and harder, pushing her towards the edge of ecstasy with each thrust.

His thrusts were fast and hard, sliding against her bouncing boobs and sending ripples of pleasure through her body.

He gripped her heavy tits, grinning with sadistic enjoyment. His cock emerged from her cleavage over and over as he roughly fucked her breasts, and Elenara's moans of pleasure filled the chamber.

But he didn't want to cum there... he wanted to fill her tight pussy with his seed, to force a baby into Theodric's slutty little elven wife, and make her take his child instead.

"Strip her," he ordered the guards, stroking his thick cock as he waited for his men to fulfill the order. "Then spread her legs for me."

The men surrounding her moved quickly, tearing her last shreds of cloth apart, leaving her completely naked. They moved at her ankles, spreading her long legs until they could see her glistening wet pussy, and her tight pink slit.

"Spread her pussy," Cedric ordered, and one of the soldiers reached down, gently using his fingers to open the wet pink lips of her cunt.

Elenara moaned as the men held her open for Cedric. Her pussy was already soaked with her juices, prepared to be taken by her hated enemy. To her horror, that idea made her even more aroused. She felt Cedric grip her hips, and then she felt the thick head of his cock press against her wet lips.

She moaned as he thrust inside her, pushing his huge member deep inside her tight, wet cunt. She gasped as he began ramming into her, his cock pumping in and out of her. His thrusts were fast and hard, and her moans soon turned into screams as the pleasure grew more intense. She'd never felt so full, or her pussy had never felt so good.

Cedric grunted in pleasure as he pounded Elenara's tight pussy, her juices flowing freely down his shaft and around his balls. She was moaning louder, the pain and humiliation forgotten as her pussy began to squeeze around his cock in orgasm. He smiled cruelly as he pumped into her again and again, making the orgasm last until she was close to fainting.

Finally, he couldn't hold it back any longer. He gripped her hips hard and slammed into her one last time, his balls rising up and swelling as they filled with his hot, sticky load. He groaned as his cock deposited a big fat load inside her cunt, making sure his seed was as deep inside her as he could get. Above all, he wanted to knock her up, and force her to carry his child instead of Theodric's.

He pulled out of her, letting the rest of his cum spray across her ass and pussy, and she screamed in pleasure.

"Take her to my chambers," he said, direct his men. "I'll use her more later. Now I have some business to attend to," he said, zipping up his trousers.

His guards did as they were ordered, taking the beautiful, naked, used elf, covered in cum and dripping semen from her pussy, to Cedric's quarters. There she would wait until her new master came to claim her again.
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